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"Gh!-that's different-and you know it is."
"I don't see that. Still, if you think so, all I can say,
Edie, is—I'm sorry/'
But before he had finished, she had gone, slamming
the door contemptuously behind her, A few seconds
later, she was outside the house. Mr, Smeeth returned
wretchedly to his chair by the fire. There was nothing
he disliked more than a quarrel with his wife, and this
looked like being a particularly bad one. That remark
of his would, he knew, take some living down. If she had
been a woman who never took a drink at all, there would
have been nothing in that remark; but she liked a drink
or two, especially in company, and was liable at times to
get flushed and excited, as she well knew herself; and if
he had thought for months, he could not have said a
thing that would have hurt her more. He was still sorry
that he had said it, though there was one part of him
that could not help enjoying the fact that the shot had
told so well. "That got home on her all right, didn't it?"
it chuckled, even while the rest of him, the part that
loved Mrs. Smeeth and was her willing slave, grieved
and repented. Mr. Smeeth did not often swear, but now
he called Fred Mitty, under his breath, every foul name
at his command. That earlier argument would not have
taken such a bad turn if it had not been for Mitty. They
had had these little squabbles about money before, like
most couples, he imagined, one of whom is nearly always
a spender and the other a saver. This had been a bit
more serious than most of their squabbles, if only be-
cause the extra money had made her all the more eager
to spend and had made him all the more anxious to
begin saving. But Mitty and his wife even came into
this part of the quarrel, for the whole thing began when

